Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



JR MOMENTS 
OF HOPE 



CLARA E.VESTER 




mm 

1 '» ^- ''.■' - 



apubusherb' weekly 

2s Ap 05 



*PU BUS HERB' WEEKLY 
2s Ap 05 



^ r-. 



,^iX 



SONGS FOR 
MOMENTS OF HOPE 

BV 

CLARA E. VESTER 



"^M 


M 




ART I 


ffl 




E8I- 


ET 


H 




FATI 



Boston: Richard G. Badger 

The Gorham Press 

1904 



THENEV/ YO!-,K 

PUBLIC i-iBKAi/i; 
o±oUoo 

AtTOR, LENOX am:. 
T<U>EN hO'i'TMT'OT^s 



Copyright 1904 by Clara E. Vester 
^ All Rights Reserved 




Printed at The Gorham Press, Boston, U.S.A. 




To Adelina and Victor 

These Songs are Dedicated with Deep Affection 
by their Sister, Clara 




CONTENTS 



Let Not An)rthing Grieve Thee 7 

Victory 9 

Thoughts In Spring 10 

Narcissus and Echo 13 

The Bright Vale 16 

Wings of Love and Light 18 

In Memory of Edith ] . . . . 19 

The Convict's Christmas 21 

Father in the World of Light 26 

Mother 28 

The River of Song 29 

Contentment 30 

Work 31 

The Adopted Child 32 

Light of Home 35 

My Sweetheart 36 

The Power of Angels 37 

Sunbeams 38 

Gladness of Heart in the Spirit World 42 

Morning Song 43 

Sonnet 44 

Truth 44 

Little Flossie 45 

Lines Written at Aberdeen, Washington . . 46 

The Cascades 47 

A Maiden 49 

The Rose and Lily 51 

Song of Praise 54 

Faith 55 

A Sunset 56 

My Ideal Home 57 

The City of God 59 



4 



Washington 6i 

The Violet 62 

Peace 63 

The Bond of Perfection 64 

To Persephone 66 

Song of Angels 68 

To the Robin 69 

Azure Eyes 70 

Qiarity 71 

The Garden of Life 73 

The Flower yj 

Love Well Your Fellow-men 78 

Joy 79 




LET NOT ANYTHING GRIEVE THEE 

Oh the Spirit of Song hath been singling 

A Sweet little lay, 
And it ripples in tune with the springing 

Of fountains at play; 
It is absolutely free from all sadness, 

And sorrow, and wrong, 
But it ninneth all over with gladness. 

This dear little song! 
Oh it says. Let not an)rthing grieve thee, 

The Angel of Peace 
Reaches down its strong arms to receive thee, 

And give thee release, — 
Release from thy sorrow, if thou only 

Look up to the light. 
And forget for a while thou art lonely; 

^Twill give thee a sight. 
More clearly to behold all the glories 

That grieving conceals. 
Twill brighten thy perception for stories 

That Nature reveals. 
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When^er thou dost arise in the morning, 

Just think that the day 
Must be filled with the work of adorning 

Thy spirit's array; 
Whenever there appears the annoyance 

That trifles do bring, 
Go thou up on the mountain where joyance 

In echoes doth ring; 
Where the reverberations are sending 

A strength to the soul, 
Then, with transmuted spirit descending, 

Thou wilt not condole. 
Do not ever let anything grieve thee — 

With faith in thy heart. 
The glory of hope never can leave thee; 

Oh do not depart 
From the perennial light that shineth 

For guidance above. 
And know thou that joy ever entwineth 

Thy being with love. 
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VICTORY 

Let an all-pure faith be thine, 
Rise to heights where thou canst see 
Flowing through Eternity, 

That which makes creation shine. 

Ever take within thy soul 

Things of everlasting life; 

Naught that hringeth fear and strife, 
Only what is sound and whole. 

More of wisdom strive to gain, 
More of knowledge from above; 
Robe thy spirit all in love. 

Free thy heart from anxious pain. 

Look not back on evil things; 
Only what is pure and true. 
As the Light that shineth blue, 

Sweetness to the memory brings. 

Waken thou unto the thought 
Thou art filled with power divine; 
Let the sacred joy be thine 

That to ev^ry soul is brought 

When it is from Self set free; 
So to thee will then be known. 
Lovingly to thee be shown. 

What God hath termed a Victory. 
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THOUGHTS IN SPRING 

The warm sun shineth. 
The flowerets bloom. 

The winds are laden 
With sweet perfume. 

Our Father in heaven 

Is looking down, 
Saying, He who loveth, 

Shall win a crown. 

The song-bird singeth 

A carol so clear, 
It falleth with rapture 

On ev^ry ear. 

The streams are murmuring — 

They seem to say, 
Rejoice, oh rejoice, 

All hearts today t 

j|c j|c j|c j|c j|c 

There is a bright angel 
That no one can see, 

Trying each moment 
Thy guardian to be. 

4c s|E :|c s|e ]|c 

Who is it that giveth 
The floweret its bloom. 

That ladens the breezes 
With sweetest perfume? 
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Who teacheth the song-bird 

To warble his lay, 
At the beauteous dawning 

And closing of day? 

He who is looking 

Down from above, 
Bidding us daily 

Walk in his love. 

Oh there are many 

Closing their eyes, 
Wandering blindly 

^Neath darkening skies. 

Can it be truthful 

They think it more sweet 
With thorns and with thistles 

Piercing their feet? 

Where are the virtuous? 

Where are the pure? 
Ask them if sorrow 

Is hard to endure. 

Sorrow but cleanseth 
The heart from all things 

That maketh it worldly 
And bitterly stings. 

* 4c ♦ ♦ ♦ 
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The grass grows greener, 
The Spring draws near, 

The sun grows brighter. 
The skies more clear; 

The May-time golden 
Comes o^er the land, 

She bringeth forth flowers, 
Band after band; 

And He who maketh 
These things so fair, 

Giveth us sorrow, 
Each one his share. 

He giveth us joyous 
And happy hours. 

Refreshing our hearts 
Like dew on flowers. 

^F ^F ^F ^F ^F 

Souls that are dwelling 
Here upon Earth, 

Pass into Heaven 
At Eternal birth. 
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NARCISSUS AND ECHO 

Through the woody verdure wild, 
In the days remote and old, 

When the forest goddess smiled. 
Roamed Narcissus, hunter bold. 

Gambling lightly ^mong the flowers, 
Gay and thoughtless Echo came; 

Met Narcissus in the bowers. 
Resting after search of game. 

From his splendid-glancing eyes, 

Eros sent a burning dart, 
That through the maiden^s bosom flies, 

Straightway to her gladsome heart 

But the fair young hunter fled 
From sweet Echo to the chase; 

And while her bosom for him bled. 
He never cared to see her face. 

Never sought her side to say 
Sweetest words that mortals know — 

Words that drive the tears away. 
And make the youthful roses blow. 

Bowed with anguish^ Echo prayed 

Unto Venus, ever near, 
Ever ready Love to aid. 

And dry the unavailing tear. 

Thus she pleaded: "Goddess sweet. 

All my heart disconsolate. 
All my soul doth thee entreat 

To avenge my woful fate.^^ 
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And the smiling Venus gave 
Promise that Narcissus should 

Suffer every painful wave, 
That engulfed her maidenhood. 

Having heard, poor Echo hies 
To file mountains, o^er the plains, 

Where she laments with wailing cries* 
Till only her sweet voice remains. 

And Narcissus, innocent 

Of the fate awaiting him. 
Bounded onward, full content 

As the heart of seraphim. 

Once» when resting ^neath the shade^ 
On a laughing fountain's brink. 

He watched a moment as it played. 
Then bended o'er to take a drink. 

Bended lowly o'er its breast, 
When lo, a nymph to him appeared! 

All in the crystal waters drest, 
And brightly smiling as he neared; 

Neared the fountain's bosom clear, 
Arms outstretched to clasp the sprite, 

When the rufHed waves appear. 
And the nymph is lost to sight. 

"I have frightened her away! 

Beauteous water-nymph is she! 
By this fountain will I stay, 

Till I win her love for me." 
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Bending softly down once more, 
Narcissus spies the same sweet face; 

Witching glances as before, 
Hands outstretched with winning grace. 

Full of hope, he {dunged his arm 
The fountain's limpid surface through; 

Again 'twas like a broken charm. 
For the nymph was lost to view. 

O'er and oft in vain he tries! 

Deluded boy! he does not know 
They are his own enchanting eyes 

Reflected in the fount below. 

From the margin, cool and dank, 
Never did his footsteps move; 

In despair at last he sank. 
Perished from the want of love. 

And the gods, so full of mth, 

Saw him in his dying hour. 
In pity for his blameless youths 

Turned Narcissus to a flower. 
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THE BRIGHT VALE. 

In a beautiful vale, where emerald streams 

Make ever a rippling sound, 
And violet« bloom in the meadow g^ss, 

Each year, when the Spring comes Vound ; 

Where the ringing note of the wild bird^s song, 

Gladdens the fragrant air, 
There dwelt a noble, handsome youth. 

And a maiden^ sweet and fair. 

With all the strength of his young heart, 

With all the dreams of youth. 
He loved the gentle maiden. 

For her loveliness and truth. 

As the robin loves to sing in June, 

He loved to watch her face; 
Like music was her voice to him, 

And step of girlish grace. 

But the maiden loved him not again; 

He wept with bitter pain, 
When he knew his love, so deep and true. 

Forever must be in vain. 

And he left the beautiful, bright vale 
With its rippling emerald streams; 

He left forever the sweet maid. 
Who had broken his youthful dreams. 
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In his hours of sdrrow and anguish, 
When his heart was too full of woe, 

He climbed to a lofty hill-top, 
That overlooked the valley below; 

For he loved to watch the bright vale 
Where his sweetest hope was born, 

And shaken from his bosom. 
In life's golden hour of morn. 

So he grew to love the hill-top; 

And when he came to die. 
He cried to his friends around him, 

With a sad and tearful eye: 

"Oh, bury me on the green hill 

Where so often I have lain, 
And looked away o'er the valley, 

With my heart so full of pain/^ 

He is sleeping now where the breezes 

Make music soft and low. 
While the emerald streams glide gently on, 

In the bright, sweet vale below. 
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WINGS OF LOVE AND LIGHT 

I catch the sight of a lucid light, 

Sometimes when day is ended; 
And oft at mom I have seen it born, 

In all its beauty splendid; 
Before my eyes I behold it rise, 

When sun the hill-top covers, 
Yet oft I see it appear as free 

When night in darkness hovers. 

If I could sing like the birds of spring, 

I could not tell its sweetness! 
Nor could I tell what a joy doth swell 

My soul with willing fleetness 
When I behold its beauty unfold 

Before my wondering vision, 
The come and go of its transient glow. 

With ocean-tide precision. 

I'll tell to you what I know is true — 

No matter how the knowledge 
Was taught to me, all the world is free 

To enter the same college. 
Two angels bright, they are Love and Light, 

From heaven down descending. 
Go hand in hand all over the land. 

Each waiting heart befriending; 

With gentle grace and hallowed embrace, 

A solace sweet diffusing; 
Oh, can there be more holy decree. 

Than Love and Light are choosing? 
These angels bear on their wings so fair, 

A part of heaven's brightness; 
This is the ray that doth fill alway 

My soul with happy lightness. 
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IN MEMORY OF EDITH 

A bright little beam of the golden sun, 
Arose when the darkness of night was done; 
Arose, and shone thro' the beauteous day. 
With a radiant light and a gleaming ray. 
It shone till the twilight gates afar, 
Were opened by the glow of the evening star; 
A beautiful smile on the earth it shed, 
And then thro' the glittering gateway fled. 

A fair little flower in the Spring was bom; 
It unfolded its fragrant leaves at mom, 
It opened its heart for the crystal dew, 
And held up its face to the shining blue. 
It brought forth beauty and graceful bloom. 
Breathing such odors of sweet perfume! 
Thus blossoming on, the soft wind sighed. 
And kissed its face till it drooped and died. 

A sweet little song, a joyous note. 
Ringing out from a wild bird's throat; 
Filling the air with purest sound, 
Bringing peace and gladness around, 
Moving our hearts with kindness and love. 
Sending our thoughts to our Maker above; 
Then suddenly hushing its happy lay, 
It spreads out its wings and flutters away. 
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A white little Spirit was here a while, 
Gladdening hearts with her lovely smile; 
Living in meekness and purity's grace, 
iWearing the light of Truth on her face — 
O beautiful Spirit! more fair was she, 
More white than the snowiest flake can bel 
With cheerful patience and innocent mirth, 
She sweetly brightened the gloomy earth. 

O beautiful Spirit! when her day was gone. 
She passed in peace to a golden dawn! 
To a golden dawn where sunbeams rise. 
And shine forever in Paradise; 
Where flowers of friendship and love may bloom 
With undying beauty and glad perfume; 
Where the bird of Eden doth fill the air 
With music that drowns the thought of care. 

Sunbeams on earth may pass away. 
Blossoming flowers may soon decay, 
Notes of song may be hushed and still 
That sent to the bosom a happy thrill; 
While the beautiful Spirit that went from here 
Is greeted by angel-voices, soft and clear. 
And all the bright flowers in Eden that blow 
Are smiling a welcome to Edith, I know. 
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THE CONVICT^S CHRISTMAS 

O Christmas! how often hath the silver 
Voice of poets sung of golden joys 
That seem to float to us on the breast 
Of thy glorious tide. Beauteous lays, 
That send a thrill of divine love through 
The human heart, and fill the soul 
With a pure religion and high resolve. 
Ring in seraphic sweetness, year after year. 
As the Yule-tide dawns, ever new, 
With its gifts, its love, its children's shouts 
Of innocent gladness. 

But there are homes 
Where not a song, nor gift, nor joy. 
Makes light the hearts therein; and there 
Are hearts so full of Christlike love 
And tenderness, who sacrifice all these. 
E'en life itself, for the good of those 
They love. There is no pain so great as that 
We feel when one we love walks in the shadow 
Of sin; 'tis then the light of joy grows dim. 
And fades away, and peace comes not, with its 
Halcyon flow, to calm the breaking heart, till 
The angels of Purity and Affection have rescued 
The loved one from the black abyss. Oh, what 
Is happiness but unselfish devotion, 
And to see the dear ones tread, through life. 
Paths of truth and righteousness, where holy 
Joys of virtue thrill the heart, and prayers 
Of grateful worship ascend to heaven. 
Pure as the odor of wild violets — 
Oh, this is joy! 

'lis the day before 
Christmas; a deep snow is falling 
O'er a g^eat city with its thousands 
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Of homes. In a small cottage on 

Its borders, there dwells a woman, 

Who for ten years hath lived in loneliness 

And sorrow. Now she is waiting 

For someone's appearance; ever and anon 

She goes to the window to gaze down 

The street through the fast-falling snowflakes. 

Then turns from the casement to finish 

Her task of the feast she is making 

To welcome the comer. 

Once she dwelt 
In a home where each season was hailed 
For its pleasures; once she was glad 
As the merriest robin in Springtime; 
^Twas in the days of her unclouded childhood, 
When father, mother and Theodore, her brother, 
And she, Isabel, lived in so happy a 
Fashion. Theodore was four years 
Her senior. How handsome he was 
When a boy, how brilliant his mind, and so 
Full of promise. But wayward he was ever; 
When for some boyish offence a reproval 
Was given, Isabel crept away to weep 
With painful emotion. No joy to her 
Was so great as to love, and be loved 
By her brother. 

But oh, the sad sorrows 
That came with the years of her girlhood! 
When evil temptations were too g^eat for 
Her brother; and led by companions to 
Form the deadly habit of intoxication. 
He committed a crime, when in this state, 
The penalty of which sent him for ten 
Years to prison. Then, Oh heaven! 
How the ties of that household were broken! 
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Father and mother soon perished of grief, 
Killed by the weight of ignominious sorrow. 
Oh, who was there, in those years of remorse 
And anguish, to uphold the sinking 
Spirit of Theodore? Who could it be 
But Isabel, the sister, whose guileless 
Devotion made him her idol in her 
Sweet, happy childhood? 

Ten long years Isabel 
Toiled, and saved her earnings, and waited; 
For ten years she dwelt alone and in sorrow. 
Often she went to the prison to visit 
Her brother; giving him peace and 
Consolation by uttering words of hope; 
Teaching him patient endurance by her 
Love so untarnished and hallowed. 
One day they would live together, she told 
Him; or they would go far away with the 
Money she earned from her labor; 
AVhatever he liked they would do — 
Oh, they would live nobly and happy! 

^Twas now the day before Christmas, 
And Theodore's release from the prison. 
In the gathering twilight Isabel waited 
His coming; she went to the window 
Once more, and this time she saw him 
As he turned toward her cottage. 
In an instant the door was flung 
Open by Isabel, and brother and sister 
Were clasped in loving embrace. 
He bowed his head on her bosom. 
Her bosom so faithful and loving, 
And wept tears of repentance and anguish. 
Till he was relieved, and the burden 
Was lifted from his soul. 
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Then they sat 
Down together, hand in hand, to converse 
In the dancing firelight. Isabel said : 
"Let us not talk of, nor remember 
The clouds that have vanished ; let us look 
To our future, and make it useful and 
Full of high purpose. Let us cling to the 
Precept our parents taught us in childhood, 
To live up to that which is noblest and 
Purest within us." 

"Ah, Isabel," answered 
Her brother, "You did not lose sight of the 
Bright star that we followed in childhood; 
I closed my eyes on its beams, I faltered 
And fell into darkness and shadows! 
But, O God! those years of sorrow 
Are over, and peaceful and sweet is your 
Presence, my sister. Here in our own 
Native city we'll live; here will I redeem 
My lost name and my honor." 

Then 
Embracing her brother once more, Isabel 
Rose and spread a white cloth on the table. 
Set it with festal dishes and fruits, 
And adornments. When to eat they sat 
Down, Theodore saw with emotion 
A Christmas feast like those they 
Relished so much in their childhood. 
Loving their talk while they feasted. 
Loving and full of sweet solace. 
When it was finished, and once more 
They sat where the soft firelight 
Played on the walls and the ceiling, 
They lifted their voices together, and 
Sang the psalm, mystic, restful. 
And full of repose : 
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"He leadeth me, He leadeth me. 
In the green pastures 
And by the still waters, 
He leadeth me." 
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FATHER IN THE WORLD OF LIGHT 

Angels sent thy name above, 
Sweeter than the voice of dove, 
Wafted it in peace and love! 

And we know thy spirit's flight 
Guided was by seraphs bright. 
To the Maker^s throne of light. 

Pure thy earthly life was spent. 
Ever peaceful and content, 
Ev^ry purpose nobly bent. 

Naught that bringeth dark decay 
In thy heart was laid away. 
All was clear as light of day. 

Since thy spirit rose from earth. 
Grandly at eternal birth. 
Knowledge dawned in all its worth. 
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Truth to thee will now unfold 
Wisdom's shining* ray of gold, 
All undimmedy thou canst behold; 

All undimmed the Love Divine 
Evermore for thee will shine, 
While unbroken peace is thine; 

Wonders great around thee rise; 
White and pure before thine eyes, 
Falls the light of Paradise! 

Sing for joy, ye angels, sing! 
Let the music sweetly ring — 
Down to earth the message bring. 

Father, in the world of light. 
Risen to that glorious height. 
Where the purest take their flight. 



27 




MOTHER 

There is no light that's brighter 

Than the light that sweetly rises 

From the altar of her love; 

In that garden up above, 

Where each flower's bloom comprises 

The essence of a life, 

Not any will be whiter. 

And none more finely blown. 

Than the one that will be rife 

With sweetness from her own. 

What is there in existence 
More holy-pure, I wonder. 
Than the softness of her eyes? 
Great the love that cradled lies 
All their shining beauty under; 
Great the strength her spirit bears, 
Great her gentle, firm persistence; 
Bright, eternal things are hers — 
Nothing that the spirit wears. 
Or the growth of soul deters. 

Pure and God-like its devotion, 
Mother-love, thy song is ringing, 
Oh, so high above the earth 
That the angels know its worth! 
And we think we hear the singing, 
All so plain and clear. 
Hear the rhythm's softest motion. 
While through a vista we can see 
One whose name we all revere, 
Beck'ning to us, Come to me! 
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THE RIVER OF SONG 

The river of song it glides along, 

With sweetly murmuring motion, 
Thro^ regions bright of glorious light, 

To the great Eternal Ocean. 
The souls of those in glad repose, 

Who on its margin wander, 
Without alloy they rise in joy. 

And on its magic ponder. 
With grandest rhyme and perfect time, 

The wondrous music rises; 
To listen and hear the finest ear 

Is filled with sweet surprises. 

The peace and rest on the river's breast, 

Of which the waves are singing. 
Such rapture sweet and love complete. 

For evermore are bringing. 
Oh, what is there in the river fair 

That lifts the heart to gladness? 
What is it awakes in the soul, and takes 

The sting from the touch of sadness? 
Oh, come to its brink, you souls that sink 

In the sea of bitter grieving. 
You will find in its waves what the spirit craves 

And the solace you need receiving! 

Shining and clear the waters appear. 

In music richly blending; 
From the depths below bright visions glow, 

Their charm to the river lending. 
While here we find the spirit kind, 

That sings of joys departed, 
A loving hand from the Distant Land 

Lifts up the weary-hearted. 
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Oh, the river of song it glides along, 
With sweetest, murm'ring motion, 

Thro^ regions bright of glorious light, 
To the great Eternal Ocean! 



CONTENTMENT 

God wishes that we each should happy be. 
And clothe the spirit with a sweet content. 
Why should we then o'er anything lament? 

To fill the mind with calm serenity, 

From all discordant thoughts will set it free, 
While clearer vision unto us is sent; 
Repining always is a detriment, 

And Faith and Hope before it ever flee. 

A joyous trust in all that's good and pure 
To fill this life, and that great life beyond, 
With courage will the sinking soul ignite. 

Will fortify the spirit to endure. 

Dissatisfaction makes the heart despond. 
Contentment fills it with eternal light. 
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WORK 

The ways of Creation are wondrous ways; 

Not anything ever is idle or still; 
The tiniest atom a law obeys, 

And all things in common a plan fulfill. 
Whatever exists, compelled by a force, 

Works through the limitless power above, 
From the Absolute Mind that has its source. 

That angels sing of as Infinite Love. 

And not a discord is ever discerned 

Among the bright planets and stars on high ; 
While ever a lesson in truth is learned. 

Our Maker to worship and glorify! 
Oh, the love of work is essence of God, 

And life without labor is incomplete; 
A way all-glorious ever is trod. 

By those to whom labor is always sweet. 

The song of life may in harmony play 

With music divine, through the spheres that 
ring, 
If the soul is kindled by love's bright ray, 

While work is the safeguard to which we 
cling; 
And when at the dawn of eternal life. 

The glorious truth unfolds to the view. 
Angels rejoice when the spirit is rife 

With fruit that is beautiful, good and true. 
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THE ADOPTED CHILD 

Fair and sweet is the bright, beauteous rose, 
When the sunbeams arise from their night's re- 
pose, 
To flood all the heavens with golden light, 
And kiss from the flowers the dewdrops bright. 

Oh, fair and sweet are the lily^s white leaves, 
And pure as the tear when an infant grieves; 
Fair is the starlight's gleam on high. 
And the radiant tint of the sunset's sky; 

Fair is the fount that flings its spray 
Thro' the moonlit night and sunlit day; 
But oh, there is that which is far more fair. 
Than all these beauties of earth and air! 

There is that which is far more sweet 
Than the beauties this world doth hold complete. 
'Tis the beautiful love that doth arise. 
And floweth down from Paradise. 

In the heart of the infant yet free from guile 
Love hath painted its peerless smile; 
In the noble heart of the fearless youth. 
It proudly blossoms in joy and truth. 

It flows like a beauteous, crystal stream 
Thro' girlhood's years, so like a dream; 
Yet, there is a love that doth shine apart, 
It smiles in the depths of the mother's heart. 

'Tis the mother who loves with the purest love. 
Oh guide her, ye angels in Eden above! 
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Guide her fond heart, and hover ye near, 
And kiss from her cheeks the sorrowing* tear. 

I know of a mother who loved and smiled 
To hear the glad voice of her adopted child; 
And when that child grew to girlhood^s bloom. 
Saw her silently enter the tomb. 

Long years ago she took to her care 
A sweet, laughing child, with dark rings of hair. 
With beautiful eyes that shone with delight, 
And meekly drooped o^er her prayers at night. 

Under the care of this lady kind. 
Virtue beamed in her youthful mind. 
Obedience was ever her word to love. 
While bowing her soul to her Father above. 

All thro' her sunny childhood days. 
The fond mother loved on her child to gaze; 
And hope, sweet hope, like a being of light. 
Guided her thoughts to a future bright. 

But who in this world can know the day. 
When Death will pause on his silent way 
To cull a bright blossom, and bear it on, 
And leave us weeping for a loved one gone! 

Brightly her childhood days flew by, 
And left no shade in her lustrous eye; 
Cyer her white brow lay the rings of hair. 
Like a crown for girlhood's year to wear. 

Thus time passed on, the father was blest, 
And peace shone bright in the mother's breast; 
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But o'er young Emma's brow and cheek, 
There came a color of paleness meek. 

Her step grew weary, and day by day 
The laughter died on her lips away; 
Day by day, they saw her young form 
Droop and fade like the roses of mom; 

Her dark eyes shone with a heavenly light; 
Her patient smile, and her brow so white 
Told her kind friends that she must go 
Where the tear of sorrow doth never flow. 

So the angel of Faith came down from on high. 
Kissed her pale cheek, and closed her bright 

eye; 
It bore her true spirit away on its wings, 
Where the fountain of love forever springs. 

mother, fond mother, I know thy breast 
Is filled with a longing of wild unrest! 

1 know thy heart with pain is filled, 

That once at the sound of gladness thrilled. 

But the Father who bids the bright sun shine, 
Loved the fair treasure that hath been thine; 
She hath won all the jewels for her crown above. 
She smiles with angels of Faith and Love. 

Oh, think not, fond mother, of the earthly bed, 
Where thy child laid low her shining head; 
Think of her with her beautiful eyes. 
Waiting to greet thee in Paradise. 
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LIGHT OF HOME 

Light that is shining thro' Love Eternal, 

O send to the heart a brighter ray, 
That we may behold what is supernal, 

That doubt from the soul be cleansed away! 
For thou art the light of home forever. 

All that is holy and pure is thine; 
Under thy beams an earnest endeavor, 

With a good purpose ever combine. 

Always the sweetest flowers are springing, 

Wherever thy shining rays are sent; 
And a bird with a wondrous kind of singing, 

Gives to the spirit a glad content. 
And one of the flowers gleams with whiteness, 

And one is golden as stars on high. 
While one out-rivals the rose in brightness, 

And one is bluer than any sky. 

The flower blue in its heart discloses 

Beautiful truth; in the golden bloom 
The blessed light of wisdom reposes. 

And all are equal in rare perfume; 
The blossom fair in its snowy dresses. 

Angels have given the name of peace; 
And oh, what the crimson bloom possesses. 

Gives to the soul that is sick release. 

The bird with the wondrous kind of singing — 

Sorrow and grief can its song destroy, 
A brighter hope is it ever bringing. 

This beauteous bird — this bird of joy! 
O light of home, in thy glory shining. 

If every heart would unfold to thee, 
Ah, then would the homes of earth combining. 

Rise nearer the God of Eternity. 
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MY SWEETHEART 

like the brightest dawn of day 
Is my little sweethearts face; 

And the purest of all flowers, 
Hath not more of simple grace. 

Gaily sing the birds at morning 
Where the shades of night depart. 

But their songs are not so merry 
As her light and happy heart 

And I know the softest zephyrs 

Try to imitate her sighs, 
And the brightest stars above us 

Are not sweeter than her eyes. 

Oh, her lips are ever ready 
To say something true and kind; 

Then the thoughts must sure be noble 
That fill her gentle heart and mind. 

Her voice and laughter are so cheery. 
And I cannot help but say 

That my darling little sweetheart 
Is an emblem of the May. 
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THE POWER OF ANGELS 

Out of the beautiful heaven they come, 

Angels with infinite power, 
To the earth with its mantle burdensome, 

Bringing a glorious dower. 
Is it not wonderful, is it not grand, 

All-joyously conceiving, 
To know that the touch of an angePs hand 

Is guiding you from g^eving? 

The power of angels is great today — 

As great as in the olden 
Time, when Peter, bound in the prison, lay, 

And saw the light so golden 
Illume the cell, the messenger divine. 

Who broke his chains asunder. 
And led him from the prison^s daric confine. 

To Herod^s baffled wonder. 

If you keep your spirit's star so bright 

^Twill beautify your being. 
And tune the music of your soul aright, 

And close your eyes from seeing 
Only things eternal, ah, you soon will find 

How near to God you're growing. 
And feel through the channels of your mind 

The power of angels flowing. 
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SUNBEAMS 

Bright uprising dawn the glances 

Shining from Aurora's eyes — 

Look! the god of day advances, 

Through the tinted, orient skies! 
Clouds arranged in purple mountains, 

Hold a while the radiant gleams, 
When they break, like sparkling fountains. 

Dropping into mellow beams; 
Now the earth gives up a cheer. 
Soft and low, then loud and clear; 
Triumphant music e'er is won 
By these golden beams of sun! 
Birds and bees. 
Rustling trees. 
Wind and wave, 
Gay and grave. 
Mingling sweetly into one. 

Through its channel flows the river, 

Onward, onward without rest; 
A thousand arrows seem to quiver, 

On its gently-heaving breast; 
Water nymphs, ^tis plain and simple, 

Glide among the arrows bold, 
While each graceful, dancing dimple 

Snatches up a gleam of gold. 
Light and shadow softly blend. 
Where the drooping branches bend, 

From the margin where they grow, 

Gently swaying to and fro; 
Laughing gay, 
The naiads play. 
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And merrily fling 
A crystal ring, 
Up from the shining depths below. 

Higher now the sun arises, 

Where is this his glances fall? 
Oh, what glad and sweet surprises 

Answer to his matin call! 
All the dainty morning-glories 

Open wide upon the vine; 
Hearken to the fairy stories. 

Dropping from their lips divine! 
Only just the woodland fays, 
Finely clad in morning rays. 
Hear and understand the words 
Spoken by the flowers and birds. 
The poet can, 
For pleasure of man. 
Interpreter be 
When in harmony. 
And no discord rude disturbs. 

In the days that long have vanished. 
When the earth was fair and young, 

And the gods that long are banished, 
Yet on Mount Olympus sung; — 

When the sun was called Apollo, 
Daphne, drest in crystal dew, 

Ev^ry morn he used to follow. 
All the verdant forests through. 

When the early hours were past. 

The fleeing nymph was caught at last, 
Lo, her sweetly beauteous charms 
Turned to bark within his arms! 
Adornments rare 
The branches wear, 
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Ere glances shine 

From eyes divine, 

That gentle Daphne so alarms. 

There's a flower in the garden, 

Scents the air in April days; 
One there conies to seek his pardon, 

For the roughness of his ways. 
From the West we hear him sighing- 

Hyacinth, the floweret, hears, 
O'er the valley hears him hieing. 

Sad, repentant, he appears! 
Tremblingly the blossom stands. 
Caressed by Zephyr's loving hands, 
Tho' centuries away have rolled, 
Since the boy was killed of old. 
Sunbeams fall 
O'er garden wall, 
Fall in a shower 
Around the flower, 
And glittering lie in heaps of gold. 

When the sun has grandly ridden 
To the loftiest place on high. 

And the merriest singer's hidden 
From the luster of his eye; 

Suddenly we see her weeping. 
Flora weeping o'er the bed. 

Where her children fair are sleeping. 
Lightly drooping each its head. 

Sweetest Flora! when thine eyes 

Again are clear, from the skies 
Comes burst of luminous light. 
Turning thy tears to jewels bright; 
And blossoms wear. 
With graceful air, 
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A sparkling gem. 
Or diadem. 
And hold their faces toward the light 

Now the god of day is tending 

To the iris-colored West; 
O^er the hills he^s softly bending, 

Ere he sinks into his rest; 
Thro' his bright career he hastened, 

Gloriously illumed the air. 
Bird and floweret have been chastened^ 

By the beams emitted there; 
In the East a rosy cloud 
Hangs lowly down; and singing loud, 
The bird pours forth its evening lay, 
The earth receives a last pale ray. 
The sunbeams wait 
At the shining gate, 
It stands ajar, 
Then from afar. 
They pleasantly pass to another day. 
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GLADNESS OF HEART IN THE SPIRIT 

WORLD 

I think, in the Spring, when violets are blowing, 

Many, so many, and oh, so blue! 
When the heart of the robin with joy overflowing 

Warbles and warbles the bright hours 
through; 
When the goddess of verdure exultant is reign- 
ing. 

With all her emerald flags unfurled, 
I think, Is the gladness of this pertaining 

To gladness of heart in the spirit world? 

Come down, oh come from those regions and 
tell us. 

Glorious beings of power descend! 
Bring us a message of light to impel us 

Over the paths that to Peace extend! 
Is the gladness of heart in the world up yonder, 

Like unto joy and delight in this? 
Are the visions of beauty on which we ponder, 

Far from the light of truth amiss? 

And it seems that I hear a voice replying. 

Mortal, thy peace in this world above. 
Thy gladness of heart is all relying. 

All on the strength of thy spirit^s love; 
What thou hast done for thy fellow-mortal. 

How thou hast reached to him thy hand; 
For Love is the key that unlocks the portal, 

To gladness of heart in the spirit land. 
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MORNING SONG 

Morning, fair morning, smiles over the earth, 
Filling my soul with a glad song of mirth ; 
There's dew on the floweret, there's dew on the 

vine, 
And a sparkle of love in the bright eyes of thine. 

Thou wilt come with me, O fairest of fair. 
Together we'll breathe the fresh morning air! 
Blue are the heavens as the violet's eye. 
Clear, sweet and thrilling is the music on high; 

For the robin sings loud of undying love 
With the red-winged blackbird and meek-eyed 

dove; 
There is music afloat on the morning breeze, 
Sunbeams are kissing the pearls from the trees, 

Are smiling alike over mountain and plain, 
Oh, joy to the heart, for 'tis summer again! 
Thou wilt come with me, O queen of my song. 
Come where the river is winding along, 

I will take thee far out on its silvery breast, 
Where the wavelets are sleeping in beautiful rest; 
The light of the sun will fall in a shower. 
And look like the smile of a bright golden flower. 
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SONNET 

So full of light and beauty undefiled 
I find this world, in spite of all its sin, 
And gracious hearts and loving-kindness win 
Each day a victory o'er passions wild. 
In searching through the wood when Spring 
hath smiled. 
Amid the wilderness of bloom within, 
While birds were gay with their enchanting 
din. 
Sweet blossoms I have found, whose fragrance 
mild 
Was mingled with the scent of poison bloom; 
Not less I prized the flower of purest mold 

Because the other shed its ill perfume. 
Although some hearts appear so hard and cold, 
And sin spreads out its loathsome shade of 
gloom. 
It seems to me kind hearts are manifold. 



TRUTH 

The truest hearts most unassuming are, 

like violets that grow in quietude, 
And constant as the never-failing star, 

Tho' clouds at times their brightness may ex- 
clude. 
Truth needs no great display to tell its worth — 

Eternal good it lovingly entwines; 
As morning sunlight glorifies the earth, 

Truth radiates the heart wherein it shines. 
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LITTLE FLOSSIE 

Little Flossie, thy sweet young face, 

I see in ev^ry sylvan place 

I chance these summer hours to stray :- 

Although thou art so far away, 

I hold thee close in Love's embrace. 

Where purling waters flow apace. 
And bowery branches interlace, 
I walk with thee, my pictured fay. 
Little Flossie. 

Thy lovely mien, thy gentle g^ace. 
Nor time nor distance can erase! 
Then let us wander far today. 
Where birds and butterflies are gay. 
With dryads in a merry chase, 
Little Flossie. 
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LINES WRITTEN AT ABERDEEN, 

WASHINGTON 

Freshly the breeze from the ocean is blowing, 

Life-giving and pure; 
Radiant and bright the sunbeams are glowing, 

Glad hearts to procure; 
Oh, sweetly they fall in gold-tinted splendor, 
Wrapping the city so warmly and tender! 

So joyous and fair, 
Kissing the waves on the breast of the river. 

And lighting the air, 
Akin to the love of our glorious Giver. 
And ever the breeze from the ocean keeps blow- 
ing. 
With a voice like the purl of waters a-flowing. 

While ever we say. 
Oh, this climate is delightfully pleasant, 
Where Proserpine always seems to be present. 

Or not far away. 
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THE CASCADES 

Arrayed in verdant mantles g^rand, 
In towering majesty they stand. 
Like ancient giants in a band. 

They raise their lofty peaks on high, 
As tio^ they one another try 
In height and glory to outvie. 

The crowns of snow they proudly bear 

So far into the upper air, 

Gleam dazzling in the sunny glare. 

Here Nature made a masterpiece — 
Her wondrous beauties never cease. 
But seem to evermore increase. 

Cer stones in mossy verdure drest. 
From out the mountain's mighty breast, 
Fall crystal waves of wild unrest. 

They splash so merrily away. 

So gaily o'er the rocks they play. 

Oh, what is beautiful as they! 
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O mountain* streams of shining hue. 

So crystal clear, so azure blue, 

They dance their narrow channels throughl 

They catch the sun^s bright golden blaze. 
And in melodious voices raise, 
A canticle of joy and praise. 

The canyons deep, where seems to brood 
The pensive sprite of solitude, 
While no discordant sounds intrude; 

The very air, and all around 
Is prevdent with awe profound. 
So g^eat the marvels that abound. 

Fair Nature graced our land so fin 
^Tis beauty of a high design, 
O lovely mountains, that is thine! 
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A MAIDEN 

There's a maiden, a happy maiden, 
With shining golden ringlets bright; 

And a voice with gladness laden, 
That doth thrill me with delight. 

She hath a heart so true and tender, 
That I can read within her eyes; 

With a form so light and slender. 
And graceful as a butterfly's. 

She reminds me of a fairy 
As she trips about so gay; 

For her presence is as merry 
As a happy bird in May. 

She reminds me of the flowers — 
Of the pale wild rose in bloom 

Up among the hillside bowers, 
Shedding fragrant, faint perfume. 

Oh, the lilies in their bright glory , 
Stand in odorous robes of white, 

As they tell their saintly story 
Of innocence, so pure and white! 
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And this maiden, this happy maiden, 
With rin^ of shining golden hair, 
Hath a heart with gladness laden, 
Gladness innocent and fair. 

But oh, the lilies in their brightness 
All too quickly are decayed; 

While, I trust, the snowy whiteness 
Of her soul will never fade. 

Never fade, but shine forever 
As the silver star doth shine. 

Gleaming sweetly, ceasing never. 
With a radiance fair and fine. 

And I trust the crystal fountain 
May thro' her gentle bosom flow. 

Rising from the beauteous mountain. 
Where the flowers of Eden g^ow. 

Where the flowers of love are growing. 
The white soul of this little girl. 

One day will be brightly glowing, 
Like a pure and peerless pearl. 
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THE ROSE AND LILY 

In a garden bright and fair. 

Grew a beauteous Rose; 
Standing near, its golden heart 

A Lily did unclose. 

All around the air was laden 

With a sweet perfume. 
Gloriously the beams of summer. 

Did the earth illume. 

In a voice of silvery music. 

Bending very low. 
Spake the Rose unto the Lily, 

With her cheeks aglow : 

"Listen, Lily, to my secret. 

Turn to me thy face; 
Thou art pure as saints in heaven, 

And as full of grace. 

"Hearest thou the Wind above us. 
Floating through the skies? 

From my breast my heart he's taken, 
With his loving s^hs. 

"I am trembling, oh, sweet Lily, 

Lest I love in vainl 
I am weeping shining teardrops 

Till he comes again," 




Then in tones of rippling music, 

Ringing clear and low, 
Spake the Lily to her sister, 

Shining like the snow: 

Spake she to her, saying softly. 

Bright, bewitching Rose, 
Fear not, for the Wind doth love thee, 

^Tis for thee he blows. 

"I have heard him in the tree-tops, 

Whispering to the leaves, 
When thy face is hidden from him 

That his spirit grieves. 

"But, O Rose, my face so pallid. 

Ne'er can win the love 
Of the Beam whose golden glances 

Shower from above.'' 

Silence, Rose! hush, sweet Lily! 

What is this ye say? 
In the orient sky o'er yonder 

Brightly dawns the day. 

Brightly dawns and throws a glory 

Over all the earth. 
And the first young Beam of Morning, 

Sweetly hath his birth. 
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Down descends he from his mansion 

To the garden, where 
Grow in beauty, side by side. 

The Rose and Lily fair. 

Through the woodland, murmuring softly. 

Gliding 'mong the trees. 
Wandering to that same bright garden. 

Comes the morning Breeze. 

And they woo them there together, 

In the early light; 
From the face of Rose and Lily, 

Kiss the dewdrops bright. 

While the merry birds were singing, 

And the mom was red. 
Unto Wind and Sunbeam 

Were Rose and Lily wed. 



53 




SONG OF PRAISE 

Lift up thy souls, O dwellers of earth! 

Hark to the strains of the heavenly choir, 
Coming like balm at the spirit^s new birth, 

Sweetly and softly, now louder and higher. 

Grandly it rings through Eternity down. 
Wonderful music, so wondrously played! 

Oh catch but a note, oh hear but a sound, 
And deep in thy soul an echo is made! 

All the bright light of glorious love, 

Shining through ages, is lighting our way; 

Divinely and saintly, the voices above. 
Calling us, drawing us, nearer each day — 

Nearer each day to heaven and God; 

Bidding us walk in the pure-tinted light, 
O^er paths that all great ones before us have 
trod. 

Fail not, oh fail not, the way is so bright! 

Only the good is worthy to know — 
Banish all sin from the seat of thy thought 

And unto thy spirit much wisdom may flow 
Unto thy soul much love may be brought. 

For love in the spirit is more than all! 

Oh Seraphs are waiting to sing thy praise, 
Angels are waiting until ye call 

Waiting to guide thee in all thy ways; — 
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All thy ways that are pure and true, 
Lift up tiiy voices in joyous song, 

Be one with God in all that ye do. 

And aid the bright spirits that ^round ye 
throng! 



FAITH 

To lose our faith in good of humankind 

Is loss of happiness; never again 
A sanctuary for the soul we find; 

Fruitless the task to pacify the pain. 

Affection is the purest balm of life 
Without faith, affection cannot grow; 

As Hybla's honey is with sweet rife. 
So the heart where fond affections glow! 

The blossom 'tis that yields the honeyed drops^ 
Blight the flower, the fragrance soon is fled; 

The heart's fair flower blooming freshly, stops, 
Spreads joyance nevermore when faith is dead. 

And that sweet being Pandora's troubles 

brought, 
Hope, is hidden, and availeth naught. 
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A SUNSET 

I watched an autumn sunset o'er the trees 
Bedecked like Iris; grandly the sound 

Arose of music by the sportive breeze, 

Dancing the showery leaves o'er all the 
ground; 

Like some fabled goddess of the wood, 
Dulcet, sweet, their voices as they whirl; 

From the little hillock where I stood, 
I could hear a brooklet laugh and purl; 

In a tree-top bright as Midas' gold, 
With hilarity a little bird sang out. 

Its pean high a rapturous story told, 
While the sylphs ecstatic hung about! 

Sudden I saw a luminous ray diffuse. 
And before me, smiling, stood my sweetest 
muse. 
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MY IDEAL HOME 

I have seen the sparkling jewels at play 
With fair, golden sunbeams at dawning of day; 
I have watched the bright leaves of flowers un- 
close, 
Of lilac, and hyacinth, pansy and rose; 
When the earth is clad in her beautiful green. 
When the fairest and sweetest of Nature is seen, 
I have watched, till my soul hath thrilled with 

love, 
Fair clouds of snow o'er the blue heavens move. 
I have seen on the breast of the river awhile. 
The radiant glow of the sunbeam's smile. 
On the dancing waves in their gleeful play, 

fairest sight of the fair summer day! 

And ever as I gaze on these beauteous things, 
A thought of heaven from my bosom springs; 
While my heart bows down to the Maker of all. 
That my soul may soar when His voice shall 
call. 

1 have seen where hope shines bright as a star 
'Mid faith as fair as the sunbeams are; 

And hearts full of charity pure and white. 
Walking through life o'er paths of light. 
Oh, fair and wonderful to me they seem. 
Lighting the world with a heavenly beam! 
I have looked around me, and wondered where 
I should see the fairest on earth that's fair! 
Much had I seen that is good and sweet. 
And yet I thought no beauty complete. 
But I saw not many short months ago 
What I think is fairest on earth below. 
I shall see no beauty where'er I roam. 
So sweet to my heart as my ideal home. 
Oh, the poet's soul was within me stirred 
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At the love I saw and the joy I heard! 
The father is tall, with a stately mien, 
With eyes the bluest that ever were seen! 
And a beautiful smile of sweet content 
Like a beaming ray o'er his face is sent, 
When he thinks of his children and little wife. 
The sunlight and joy of his noble life. 
And well may he smile, for a treasure is she 
Who greeteth his coming most joyfully. 
Who guides his two children, a maiden and boy. 
Over the pathway of duty and joy. 
And oh, how lovely in form and face. 
Full of childhood's purity, childhood's grace; 
The little maiden hath her father's eyes, 
Deeper and bluer than June's blue skies; 
Oh, fairer than any flower that blows, 
Is her little smile that comes and goes. 
And the beautiful boy, with his winsome ways, 
Hath eyes like violets on bright Spring days. 
The husband and wife are lovers still — 
Contentment and joy each heart doth fill; 
Their love is perfect, and to me it seems 
'Tis the ideal home of my poet dreams. 
May God be with them and guide them ever, 
Onward through life and o'er the dark river; 
May the sweet little children forever be true 
And their lives be fair as their eyes are blue; 
May the noble father be free from care. 
And trials be ever his smallest share; 
May the dear little mother be sweetly blest 
By the love that ruleth her gentle breast; 
For nothing to me is so fair and sweet. 
Nothing but love can be complete. 
And I pray that nothing may ever come 
To shadow the love of my ideal home. 
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THE CITY OF GOD 

Let all who would enter the City of God 

Rise from the thraldom of carnal things, 
Come out of the ways that too many have trod, 

Come up where the anthem of Freedom rings! 
Oh, once to catch sight of the towering spires 

Of the City of God, who would recede 
To paths all perverted by erring desires. 

That never a way thro^ its portals lead? 

Oh, come to the tops of the glorious hills! 

Leave all that shadows the spirit below; 
Leave the dark passions that beset you with ills. 

You never can reach their summits with woe. 
Think never their heights are too loftily high 

For you to ascend; just follow the guide 
You can see by the glance of your souFs bright 
eye. 

Then you will not falter, or turn aside. 
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When once, oh when once on their summits you 
stand, 

Your spirit diifused with hallowed delight, 
You will catch a glimpse of that City so grand, 

And your souFs sweet harbinger meets your 
sight; 
You wander in rapture thro' avenues far — 

You bathe in a fountain of translucid spray — 
You follow the light of a wonderful star, 

And find it leads you thro' gardens away. 

And ministering spirits will meet you there, 

Bringing ethereal Ughts and flow'rs; 
You come in touch with their gladness so rare, 

You know not the passing of golden hours! 
And one day you see a glorious throng. 

You see where your body lies 'neath the sod; 
There rises the burst of a seraphic song, 

And lo, you have entered the City of God. 
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WASHINGTON 

Pattern of moral excellence and worth — 

Incentive to amelioration high — 
He never swerved from right, nor was he dearth 

Of useful faculties from the purest dye. 

As the raindrops falling from the eaves, 
Wear at last a furrow in the ground. 

So his nobly-tended practice ever leaves 
Vestiges infallible, profound. 

When Washington his glorious trophies brought, 
At Ubertys shrine with reverence to lay. 

From his work sublime with prowess fraught. 
Dawned the morning of a superior day; 

While o^er him poised on mighty pinions grand. 
The emblematic Eagle of our land! 
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THE VIOLET 

Pretty violet of the wood, 

Canst thou tell me for what good 

Thou art blooming all alone, 

By this green and mossy stone? 

Why hidest thou thy lovely face 

In this far-off, lonely place? 

None can know that thou art here. 

Little violet, and I fear 

Thou dost often live and die, 

With none to praise thine azure eye. 

And the pretty violet said. 
As it bowed its graceful head: 

"Poet, I am hear to show 
Comfort to all joy and woe. 
Many a time at moming^s dawn. 
When the dewdrops grace the lawn. 
There comes to me a little boy. 
Filled with guileless childhood's joy; 
A little boy with golden hair, 
Whose eyes are like my bosom fair. 
And he fills his tiny hands, 
With blossoms from the violet bands; 
Then he trips away again 
To his home across the plain. 
Oftentimes there comes a maid, 
Wandering thro' the leafy shade. 
Weeping till her heart is sore, 
For one who can return no more. 
Her gentle heart is fond and true — 
She culls a bunch of violets blue. 
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And while the wind her tresses wave, 
She bears them to her mother^s grave. 
I cannot tell thee all I know 
Of human joy and human woe. 
Poet, thou needst not ever fear 
That I bloom unheeded here." 
This is what the violet said. 
As it bowed its g^raceful head. 
And I culled a violet blossom, 
Pressed it close upon my bosom. 



PEACE 

The light of Peace must dawn within the soul 
Of ev^ry human being; it must send 
Its ray of tranquil brightness without end, 

O'er all the world, and make each blemish whole; 

Must shine with halcyon sweetness and control 
All nations' hearts, till each will be a friend 
Unto the other; Peace alone can blend 

With atmosphere of heaven; Earth must roll 

Away its war-creating load of strife, 
And turn to God its long averted face; 
For only then it is the world may gain 

A higher and a holier form of life. 

When Peace from earth all evil doth erase, 
Our path to heaven then will be so plain. 
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THE BOND OF PERFECTION 

In this beautiful world, where women and men 

are making so vain a show, 
Seeking for gold, and filling their hearts with 

vanity's pain and woe, 

Heaven so often is forgotten and lost, and va- 
cant pomp and pride, 

Are leading hearts from the altar of Truth, with 
Selfishness for the guide. 

I think if we pause one moment, we'll see ho^ 

empty and dull it seems. 
To work and toil for wealth and gold, and live 

in selfish schemes. 
i 
They who have climbed to the very height of 

worldly gain, will know 
They are no happier than when they stood at 

the foot below. 

Vain and hollow is all the world, full of deceit 

and sin. 
For men and women too often try each other^s 

joys to win; 

Falsehood pushes away what is true, bright hopes 

tremble and fall^ 
Evil-eyed Jealousy stands upright to spread its 

loathsome pall; 
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Envious women and crael men who bow at the 

shrine of Hate, 
Slander the loving and truthful heart until it 

grows desolate. 

But oh, the bond of perfection is white, and 

stainless, and pure; 
They win it who suffer long and are kind, and 

all things can endure. 

They who go meekly through life's wide field, 

who envy and slander not; 
Who lessen a brother^s load of care, and gladden 

a sister^s lot; 

They who love a little child for its sweet and 

simple ways. 
They who fill the beggar's hands, without a 
word of praise: 

They who love only what is good, who love only 

what is fair. 
Around their hearts, with grace and truth, the 

bond of perfection wear. 

And though the world may slander, and say its 

evil say. 
The bond of perfection binds the heart from 

worldly things away. 
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TO PERSEPHONE 

Thou art coming, fair daughter of Ceres, 

From Pluto's dark land; 
Already sweet blossoms are dropping 

Down out of thy hand; 
More golden each morn are the curtains 

Drawn over the sky. 
Where the sun-god is led by the glances 

Of Aurora's bright eye; 
More sweetly each day do the singers 

That live in the tree. 
Send out from their hearts full of gladness, 

Their greetings to thee. 

While thou'rt laughing in joy, O Persephone, 

Boreas comes forth, 
Boreas, who dwells in the cold regions 

Of ice in the North; 
In a loud, angry voice he upbraids thee. 

And mocks at thy mirth, 
And tears, with rude fingers, thine adornments 

Away from the earth; 
Where thy footsteps are marked on the pastures 

He lays a white floor. 
Then over the hills through the tree-tops 

Disappears with a roar. 
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But now, thou fair goddess of verdure, 

That he is gone. 
Dost break into ripples of laughter. 

And joyous, sweet song; 
With a touch like the magic of Midas, 

Thou hast turned the bare trees. 
To mountains of odorous blossoms. 

For the toil-loving bees; 
From the glance of thine eyes a glad radiance 

Falls down in a shower, 
Till wood-nymphs so airy are dancing 

In ev'ry wild bower;-— 

Till the rivers are sparkling with naiads. 

Whose songs we may hear. 
If we stand by the bright, limpid waters, 

Where dimples appear. 
Thou hast drest all the brooklets in crystal, 

Thou hast scented the air. 
And the earth is adorned by thy presence. 

So graceful and fair! 
But soon thou wilt leave us, Persephone, 

For Pluto^s domain; 
And well bid thee adieu, while we welcome 

The goddess of grain. 
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SONG OF ANGELS 

Beautiful song of Angels in realms of light and 

joy, 
Below to earth are wafted where sin can naught 
destroy; 

And oh, the song is sweeter than all the sounds 

we hear, 
At dawn that ring in cadence of birds and waters 

clear. 

More glad the song of Angels than voice of bird 

is glad. 
And streams of water flowing such music never 

had; 

More pure the song of Angels than summer 

sun or flower — 
Oh, pure, and sweet, and joyous, and full of 

magic power! 

Love is the song of Angels, ail-gloriously divine! 
Love circles round the center of Heaven's in- 
most shrine; 

It shines through all creation, it is perfection's 

grace. 
In God is all its power, in Love we see His face. 

And thus it is their singing is evermore of 

Love — 
Oh, beautiful song of Angels, in regions far 

above! 
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TO THE ROBIN 

Robin, what art thou sing^g so loud? 

It seemeth to me I know; 
Thou art singing of woodlands green and cool, 

Where fragrant fern-leaves grow. 

Thou art singing of streams, whose dimpled 
waves 

Are dancing with beams so bright; 
Thou art telling of visions of love that fill 

The poet's heart with delight. 

And oh, thou art singing, my sweet bird. 

To tell us how full of mirth. 
And beauty and golden gladness 

Is our fair and wonderful earth. 

O robin, I know what thou'rt saying 

Just now in the top of the tree; 
Warbling so loud and so gaily. 

Thou art mocking my song and me! 

Thou knowest thy lay is finer. 
And sweeter and purer than mine; 

But I think that my heart is happy. 
And full of sweet love as thine. 
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AZURE EYES 

The golden sun doth kiss with pride 

The blue and smiling skies, 
The soft winds kiss the flowing tide. 

That ripples songs and sighs. 

Wild bees kiss the gentle flowers. 

The violet blue and fair, 
In the shade of forest bowers, 

Fanned by summer air. 

Oh, they may kiss the things they love. 

The streams, the flowers, the skies; 
But I will kiss the lids above 

The purest azure eyes. 

The sun and moon in joyance smiles 

0*er tree and flower and vine. 
And all the sky, without a guile, 

In glorious beauty line; \ 

I love to see the star that plays 

And twinkles in the skies, 
But dearer still I love to gaze 

In the depths of azure eyes. 
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CHARITY 

Under a tree full of yellow leaves, 

Two little sisters played; 
And the mother sat by with a smile of joy, 

As she watched each little maid. 

They were fair to the mother as violets wild; 

For they had their father's eyes, 
Dark, and shining, with a ray of light. 

Like the sun paints in the skies. 

Their lips were sweet as the crimson rose, 
Their brows were fair as the flower 

That blows on the bough of the hawthorn 
tree. 
In the Maytime's golden hour. 

There fell a shower of yellow leaves 
On the green beneath the tree; 

The little sisters clapped their hands, 
And laughed in childlike glee. 

There came a beggar over the grass. 

Close up to the mother's side. 
And asked for aid in the name of Him 

Who on the cross hath died. 
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"In the name of Him who suflfered long, 
Oh give me aid, I pray! 
I have no friends, and my heart is sad. 
For my home is far away." 

"In the name of Him who suffered long, 
I give thee my purse,**said she; 

"Take it, I pray, and take my prayers. 
That thy heart may lighter be/' 

He took the purse, his eyes grew dim. 
He bowed his head to weep; 

"O gentle lady, thy words shall be 
My guide till in death I sleep/' 



Let all who answer the beggar's cry. 
Remember the lovelv words. 

True as the light of the morning star. 
Sweeter than songs of birds; 

Although I give my goods away 
To the beggar when he doth call. 

And have not charity in my heart. 
It profiteth me nothing at all. 
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THE GARDEN OF LIFE 

I wandered through life's fair garden, 
In life's golden dawn of day; 

I saw the gleam of the rising sun 
In the distance, far away. 

Higher it rose and higher, till 
Its beauteous beams of light 

Touched my soul and entered my heart 
With a dream of calm delight. 

A breath from heaven came gently 
Caressing my lip and brow. 

As underneath the shade of a tree 
I paused, where the branches low 

Were laden with flowers white and fair; 

And a bird sang out in glee. 
These are the flowers of heavenly faith. 

Of hope and charity. 

I said to myself: How beautiful, 
How fair is the garden of life! 

Oh the flowers that here are blooming. 
Bring never a care or strife! 

I saw a beautiful fountain 

Flinging its crystal wave; 
It laughed and sang in sweetest glee. 

Come hither to me and lave — 
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Lave thy heart in my waters pure, 
The fountain of friendship am I! 

Oh, come, ere age is stamped on thy brow, 
And thou droopest thine head to die. 

Oh, come, while youth is still in thy heart, 
And the music of mirthful song 

Trills from thy lips, like the note of a bird, 
That never hath known a wrong. 

holy friendship, O crystal fount! 
Thy waters are pure and free! 

My heart is washed in thy spcirkling wave. 
To rejoice in its purity. 

Then on through the garden I wandered. 
Singing loud, for my soul was filled 

With things that were glad and beautiful; 
And sorrow had never chilled 

My heart with its bitter shower of tears; 
I laughed when the sun arose, 

1 laughed when the golden clouds of light. 
Told of the daylight's close. 

Rejoicing, I caught the note of birds. 
Or the murmuring song of a stream; 

Unto my grateful, contented heart. 
Time flowed like a pleasant dream. 
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And again I said: How beautiful, 
How fair is the garden of life! 

Oh, the flowers that here are growing, 
Bring never a care or strife. 

All of a sudden I saw a gleam, 
I knew not from whence it came; 

Bright and radiant to me it seemed, 
For its sweetness I had no name. 

The sunbeams arose each golden dawn. 

Departing at eventide; 
And ever this pure, transcendent light 

Came closer unto my side. 

A song of glee *rose from my heart, 
At sight of its gleaming ray; 

The smile of the sun, the note of birds. 
Grew sweeter day by day. 

Till one bright day I gazed into 

A pair of beautiful eyes, 
I saw in their depths the gleaming light. 

And I said with joyous sighs, 

O love, bright love, thou art the flame 
That didst kindle this glowing light — 

O wonderful eyes, that shine more pure 
Than stars in the darkest night! 
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Love is the crown of all that is fair. 

Of all that is sweet and good; 
'Tis like a white violet blooming' alone 

In the heart of a summer wood. 

Oh ,the garden of life is fair to see! 

The bird of Peace doth sing 
Over the tree in blossoms white. 

The fountain doth sweetly fling 

Its crystal wave; and bright-eyed Love — 
Oh joy! oh, winds that whisper low. 

Kiss my brow with thy sweetest kiss; 
Thou never, never canst know 

That when my work is ended here. 
And my body lies ^neath the sod. 

Love will bear my soul, like a bright-winged 
bird, 
To the virtuous land of God. 
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THE FLOWER 

A flower, a flower, my darling, 
I bring thee a flower to wear! 

Shall it blossom upon thy bosom. 
Or adorn thy silken hair? 

In the depths of a flowery valley 
It was blooming, oh, so sweet! 

There by the woodland pathway. 
My happy eyes to greet. 

I thought of my little sweetheart. 
Of her pretty, laughing face; 

I thought how the woodland flower 
Would her simple garments grace. 

As I stooped to cull it, my darling, 
A bird in the boughs overhead 

Sang such a wild, sweet melody, 
I almost knew what it said. 

Oh, kind are all things around us, 
Fair are the flowers and birds; 

But thou art more kind and fair to me. 
More sweet are thy loving words. 

A flower, a flower, my darling, 
I bring thee a flower to wear! 

Shall it blossom upon thy bosom. 
Or adorn thy silken hair? 

Oh, let it lie on thy bosom. 
Where thou canst see its face; 

Here on thy heart, my darling. 
Here is its resting place. 



LOVE WELL YOUR FELLOW-MEN 

True lives in wrong circles can never be found — 

Good deeds are common where linger the just, 
Where virtue prevails ne^er a sin is around 

Dark places to make, nor pitfalls to trust. 
Rich is the prize iii the race for gold, 

Rare are the trophies the mighty have won. 
Great is the power of wealth untold. 

Great is the work of sword and gun. 

What is each grand and wondrous deed? 

What are the treasures we prize on earth? 
However we live in this world, we need 

Greatness of heart at eternal birth. 
True living is mightier far than war; 

Prayer and faith lead straight to God; 
They who the shadow of sin abhor. 

Follow the path the Sinless trod. 

Under and over these words revere, 
Love well your fellow-men while here. 
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JOY 

I look around, and see how much of joy 

In nature and all beings innocent 

For aye is shown ; to me it doth present 
A law divine, our Father doth employ 
The purpose of injustice to destroy. 

Oh, yes, I think the power of joy is sent 

Among us on a mighty errand bent, 
To strengthen, guide, and be the soul's convoy; 
And this I know, wherever we may be, 

Joy always is to us the sweetest sight; 
And meet it is a happy face to see, 

A countenance with hope that beameth 
bright. 
The spirit from all discord ever free, 

In gladness is a pure, illustrious light! 
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